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Gift 


Ceramic Boly Water Font 


The Ideal Christmas Gift, combining lasting value with 
religious significance. These beautifully-made ceramic holy 
water fonts are in soft clear shades to suit every room. They 
are a gift you will be proud to make and your friends de- 
lighted to receive. The symbolism of the font—deer drinking 
from a fountain—is one of the oldest and best loved in Chris- 
tian art. It speaks to the soul of the thirst for happiness, for 
God, which is quenched in the life-giving waters of the 
Sacraments. 

Made by our Sisters in our own Craft Shop, these dur- 
able ceramic holy water fonts may be had in soft shades of 
blue, pink, yellow, green and white. The are 4% x 5% 
inches in size. Price $1.50. A leaflet explaining the sacra- 
mental value of Holy Water is included with each. 


Order soon for prompt delivery from: — 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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May the Divinely generous hands of the Child 
of Bethlehem fill the hearts and homes of all our 
readers with blessings this joyous Christmastide. 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration 


he 





























Is There Room in the Inn? 


“RS. GLEASON was reading the Christmas story to 
Jacky, who, curled up in her lap, was listening intently. 
Together they had followed Mary and Joseph from 
Nazareth to crowded Bethlehem. “And it came to 

pass,”’ continued Mrs. Gleason, “that she brought forth her first- 
born Son and wrapped Him in swaddling clothes and laid Him 
in a manger, because there was no room for them in the inn.” 
At this Jacky sat upright: “Why wasn’t there room for them in 
the inn?” he demanded. “Bethlehem was full of people who 
had come there to register,” answered his mother, “and perhaps 
the innkeeper just couldn’t be bothered with more travelers.” 
Jacky’s eyes were round with horror and sympathy: “That 
mean old innkeeper!” he cried, “I just wish I’d been there; 
I’d have shown him! Making little Jesus be born in a smelly 
stable—why, he turned God away from his front door!” 

That tragic little sentence .. .“there was no room for them 
in the inn,” is in such striking contrast to the note of Christmas 
joy that it has lingered sadly in older hearts than Jacky’s. Long 
ago there was no room for Christ except in an abandoned, open 
cave. And today? What do we offer the Child born to us at 
Christmas? Is there room for Him in the minds and hearts of 
men today? As Catholics, we certainly do not turn Him from 
our heart’s door as coldly as did the innkeeper of yore, but do 
we not often have trouble finding room for Him and His Moth- 
er in our day-to-day thoughts and actions? 

Perhaps part of the problem for us is that Christmas tends 
to be, not a present here-and-now event, but the celebration of 
an event long since over. Christ, we know, has already come. 
But, has He? Does our world resemble what the prophets fore- 
told it would be at the Birth of the God-Man? They cried out 
that with His coming the lion would lie down with the lamb, 
and that swords would be beaten into ploughshares. Yet any- 
one looking about him today can hardly fail to realize that lamb 
and lion are still sworn enemies and that swords give little in- 
dication of being converted into anything but weapons of new 
and more terrible wars. 

What the prophets of old looked forward to, what the early 
Christians looked forward to in Advent, that season of eager 
waiting for the coming of the Savior, was His coming in His 
kingdom. Not just Christ’s coming as the Babe of Bethlehem, 
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but His coming into the souls of men, into the affairs of men, 
and finally His coming in glory to complete His kingdom. 

Advent is the time to compare ourselves with St. John the 
Baptist, that great man who shows us how to keep this season. 
Our task is similar to St. John’s. It is to prepare the way of the 
Lord in our own lives, into the minds and hearts of other people, 
into the world and its institutions. Like the Baptist, we must 
try to level the mountains of prejudice and selfishness that keep 
people from seeing Christ; to fill up the valleys of ignorance and 
indifference which prevent them from following Him. 

We live in a world which continually bombards our senses 
by an endless variety of means in an effort to drown out any 
effort at supernatural living. Page upon page of gaudy adver- 
tising in the magazines we pick up tempts us to a soft material- 
ism. Hour after hour, radio and television blare out their tinsel 
wonders. In the factory, the store, the office, impersonal rela- 
tionships press the dull weight of commercialism upon us. How 
shall we make room for Christ in all this? The answer is sim- 
ply that we must plan our days deliberately so as to make sure 
He is included in them. Our spiritual obligations cannot be 
left to chance. We must set aside a specific time, even if it be 
but a few minutes, for morning and evening prayer. We must 
seriously consider the relative value of spiritual and secular 
reading and measure the amount of time we give to each. We 
must make a conscious effort the first thing in the morning and 
at intervals during the day to spiritualize the thoughts and ac- 
tions of the whole day. This we can do by offering to God 
whatever it is we are doing—even our simplest and most rou- 
tine actions. Now, in Advent-time, we must pause and reflect 
that all races, that both employer and employee, both rich and 
poor alike, are linked by His very Blood to the Child of Bethle- 
hem; that we will soon celebrate the Birth of a Brother; that all 
of us are made by Him children of one Father. 

If we seriously try to do these things, we shall be living in 
the true spirit of Advent and we shall see that this coming 
Christmas is in itself a Birth, not just the remembrance and 
celebration of a long-past event. Christ will come to us then 
as He has not come to us before, as we have not let Him come 
before. And more than this; He will come to us, that He may 
go out through us to others: to our family, our neighbors, our 
fellow citizens, our countrymen. From us others will catch the 
longing for Christ’s complete coming, for His new birth in our 
hearts. And, at last, there will be room for Him in the inn! 
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Our House of Bread 


ETHLEHEM signifies “house of bread.” Every church 
where life-giving Bread is offered and received is a “house 

. of Bread,” man’s Bethlehem. The Savior of Bethlehem 

is God the Father’s best gift. In giving Him, He gave 
all He had. “He who has not spared even His own Son, but 
has delivered Him for us all, how can He fail to grant us also 
all things with Him?” (Rom. 8:32.) 

Generosity finds its highest consummation in the coming of 
Christ. Love has a perfect prototype in the love that planned 
and executed the Incarnation and Redemption. “In this has 
the love of God been shown in our case, that God has sent His 
only-begotten Son into the world that we may live through 
Him” (1 John 4:9). 


The 
Bethlehem 
of 
today 


alta r. 





“T venture to say that God was unable to give more, though ' 
He is almighty; He did not know how to give more, though He 
is all-wise; and He had no more to give, though He is infinitely 
rich” (St. Augustine, “On John,” Treatise 84). 

At Bethlehem, now and always, our Heavenly Father gives 
us Christ through Mary. Joyfully she shares Him with us. “It 
was right that He (Christ) should in all things be made like 
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unto His brethren, that He might become a merciful and faith- 
ful High Priest before God to expiate the sins of the people” 
(Heb. 2:17). 

From Crib to Cross how straight the way! The Savior is 
born in Bethlehem to offer Himself for us on Calvary. The sac- 
rifice begun in Bethlehem is completed in Jerusalem. Christ, 
“coming into the world, says, ‘Behold, I come. .. to do Thy will, 
O God!’... It is in this ‘will’ that we have been sanctified through 
the offering of the Body of Jesus Christ once for all” (Heb. 
10:5,7,10). Death on the Cross is a consummation of a whole 
life spent in doing the Father’s will. Christmas and Calvary, 
the greatest events in mankind’s history, are inseparable. 

Christmas is an eternal, yet always contemporary, fact. It 
means infinitely more than a distant memory, a looking back to 
a calendar-recorded event. “Jesus Christ is the same, yester- 
day and today, yes, and forever” (Heb. 13:8). Mother Church 
invites us, not to celebrations of what is gone and past, but to 
ever-present, living realities. Christmas is the feast of the union 
of God and man, and this continues among us today. Christ is 
the meeting-point for all men seeking union with God. 

The altar is the link between the first Christmas in the 
stable-cave of Bethlehem and Christmas of the year 1956. In 
essence and content they are one and the same, thanks to the 
Mass which brings us the Christ who was born in Bethlehem. 
The Sacrifice of the Altar is the living summary of the life and 
redeeming work of Our Lord. It gathers up and unites all the 
life of Christ, His mysteries and graces, from Crib to Cross, and 
brings them into the living present. What the Savior did from 
His birth to His death He did for all men of whatever place or 
time. To all it is made available and offered in the liturgy of 
the Church. It is our common heritage. Nothing is lost of the 
first Christmas of Bethlehem as nothing is lost of Christ’s Death 
on the Cross. Bethlehem is in the Mass. Bethlehem is in our 
“House of Bread,” our church; Bethlehem is on our altar. 
“Eucharist and Priest” 





Spiritual Vitamin for December 


Grant me, O Divine Infant Jesus, a share in the love of 
Mary and Joseph, the joy of the angels, the simplicity of the 
shepherds and the faith of the Three Kings. 
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Prepare His Way! 


OD kept the world waiting for four thousand years be- 
fore He raised up among the people of Israel a prophet 
to prepare the way for the Redeemer promised to Adam 
and Eve in paradise. . Yet in spite of this long period 

of expectation, Israel was not prepared when John the Baptist 
announced the glad tidings that the kingdom of God was at 
hand. True, thousands flocked out to see this austere preacher 
of penance, to listen to his sermons and even to be baptized. 
But the zeal of most of them was like a straw-fire—easily en- 
kindled but quickly burnt out. The majority went away dis- 
appointed, not understanding this strange message of salvation. 

Led astray by false prophets (their own leaders) the people 
looked for a redeemer—not to free them from their sins, not to 
bring them the message of God’s reign in their hearts, but to 
deliver them from the yoke of their political enemies. They 
awaited a Messianic King who would bring to reality their 
dream of an Israelitic world dominion. Their purely human 
and earthly interests meant more to them than the true salva- 
tion which Israel was to receive through its Redeemer. Dis- 
appointed because the call of the Baptist directed them in ways 
so opposite from those they had envisioned, they sacrificed to 
the idols of their worldly ideals and ambitions the happiness of 
becoming the adopted children of God. And so, as far as they 
were concerned, the mission of John the Baptist was a failure. 

Unhappy they who place more value upon the things of 
time than upon those of eternity! Who make idols of their own 
petty human interests, to the exclusion of the interests of God. 
False prophets who proclaim this idol-gospel are as numerous 
today as they were in the days of the Baptist. Devotees of 
this false creed are deaf to the call of the Advent bells and to 
the joyous peal of the Christmas chimes because they regard 
eternal truths as fables and the Christmas Mystery as a myth. 
For them the way of prayer and penance is folly, because they 
do not recognize the existence of sin. And so they indulge and 
pamper and idolize their bodies, to the exclusion of the eternal 
interests of their souls. 

Christmas, the feast of joy and peace, of light and love— 
without faith in God! Can there be anything more disconsolate! 
For the unbelieving there remains nothing of the crib but hay 
and straw and a cold, empty stable. Blinded by their own ego- 
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ism, they fail to see that the very fact that the feast of Christ- 
mas holds in its warm embrace the whole globe of the world is 
the surest proof that it is not a myth, nor the mere remembrance 
of an ordinary human child born in the poorest of circum- 
stances. 

During this holy season of Advent we must follow the ad- 
monitions of St. John the Baptist: “Prepare the way of the 
Lord, make straight His paths!” We must purify our hearts 
from the chaff of all that is human and earthly, and remove 
with the axe of a determined will all that is sinful in our souls. 
Then the pathway to our hearts will be open to the Savior and 
He will come to us in all His lovableness, to give us His Christ- 
mas peace and blessing. 

A true Christmas can be celebrated only with the Divine 
Child. The star of faith leads us to Him as surely as the won- 
derful star led the three Wise Men of the Orient. For the Mys- 
tery of His Birth is renewed on our altars each time the Holy 
Sacrifice is offered, and for us Christmas is not merely a remem- 
brance, but a living reality. Let us rejoice then to be able to 
celebrate Christmas as Catholic Christians, in all the fulness of 
its grace-giving mysteries. And let us pray for those poor be- 
nighted souls who do not know, nor care to know, our Infant 
Savior. 
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The New Paradise 


HO has not stood on a lonely hill and looked down in 
awe at a vast expanse of snow-covered earth, snow 
whose dazzling beauty is unmarred by even a single 
footprint? Who has not stared up at a rolling mass 

of fleecy white clouds and thrilled with the sheer joy of living? 
Who has not felt his heart stirred by the moon’s radiance as it 
wove a silver pathway across the rippling waters of a lake? Yes, 
there is something about whiteness that delights us. It is not 
a color, but the sum total of all colors, the concentration of 
color, and it attracts us with its suggestion of purity. In the 
same way the Immaculate Conception of the Virgin Mary is 
the sum total of created purity, the concentration’ of all earthly 
holiness, the most sublime ideal of the luminous whiteness of 
grace. 

Every conception, we know, is eternal in its consequences, 
for every human conception brings into being a soul which will 
never die. For all eternity, heaven and hell are affected by the 
conception of each new human being. Méillions and millions 
of conceptions have taken place since Adam and Eve begot 
their first child, but of them all, two in particular are outstand- 
ing—that of Jesus and that of Mary. Since the fall of Adam, 
the inexorable justice of God had decreed that every child of 
man should be born in the blackness of sin. The crying of a 
new-born child is, perhaps, symbolic of this state; it seems to 
mourn its stained soul. But God had also decreed that the 
Savior who was to redeem the world from sin should be born of 
a woman, a child of Adam, and that it was to be her heel which 
would crush the serpent’s head. Through the Mother of the 
Savior men would become again the children of God. This 
was the hope that sustained them down the long centuries. 


If, though, there was to be enmity between the serpent and 
the Woman, it was fitting, indeed necessary, that it exist from 
the very first moment she came into existence. It was not only 
a question of the Virgin’s honor here, but of God’s. Could He, 
the All-Pure, be born of one who even for an instant had been 
in Satan’s power? 

During one of the frequent wars of the reign of Charles V, 
Emperor of France, a powerful nobleman of the enemy’s camp 
came over to the Emperor, betraying his comrades. The Mar- 
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quis of Vilane, one of the great lords of the day, was asked by 
the King to lend his palace to this nobleman for a time. He 
replied: “Sire, I can refuse nothing to Your Majesty; but if 
this man lodges in my palace, I will set fire to it the moment he 











has left as to a place contaminated by treason which can no 
longer be inhabited by a man of honor!” Could, then, Mary, 
the palace of God, the “lovely human paradise,” as St. Germa- 
nus calls her, be even for a moment the dwelling place of the 
arch-traitor? No, for as the Church sings in Mary’s honor on 
the feast of the Immaculate Conception: “The Lord possessed 
me in the beginning of His ways.” The only instance of a son 
choosing his mother! 

When Whistler, the famous painter, was congratulated on 
the lovely painting of his mother, he simply said: “Well, you 
know, one tries to make his Mamma as nice as he can.”” Mary’s 
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Son is all-powerful, the Creator of all beauty, and was it not 
fitting that He should lavish all possible beauty on His own 
Mother? If, as St. Bernard points out in one of his sermons, it 
is said in praise of the virgin-saints that they follow the Lamb, 
the Son of God, wherever He goes, what shall be said in praise 
of her who leads the Lamb! And if, as the psalm tells us, God 
is wonderful in His saints, shall He not be still more wonderful 
in His Mother? 


However, to say that the Blessed Virgin Mary was con- 
ceived immaculate, that is, without stain of sin, is not to imply 
that she was not in need of redemption, not in need of being 
saved by her Divine Son. Like all the other descendants of 
Adam, Our Lady needed to be, and was, redeemed by the one 
Savior of all mankind—Jesus Christ. But, as Pius IX put it, 
“She was redeemed in a nobler way than the rest of mankind.” 
She was preserved from sin by the anticipated merits of Christ’s 
Passion and Death. For our Divine Savior was able not only 
to liberate from sin already contracted, but also to preserve from 
the very contraction of the guilt of original sin. . 


From this we can see how Mary’s Immaculate Conception 
actually exalts the Saviorhood of Jesus Christ and the efficacy 
of His redemptive Death. The very things which Satan used 
to bring about the fall of man—a tree and a woman—God uses 
to bring about man’s salvation: the Tree of the Cross and the 
Virgin Mary. So that yesterday, today and forever all heaven 
rejoices and all hell trembles because of this unique and Im- 
maculate Conception of her whom even a Protestant poet has 
called “our tainted nature’s solitary boast.” 


Mother, whose virgin bosom was uncrossed 
With the least shade of thought to sin allied, 
Woman above all women glorified, 

Our tainted nature's solitary boast. 

Purer than foam on central ocean tossed, 
Brighter than eastern skies, at daybreak strewn 
With fancied roses, than the unblemished moon 
Before her wane begins on heaven's blue coast, 
Thy image falls to earth. Yet some I ween, 
Not unforgiven their suppliant knee might bend 
As to a visible form in which did blend 

All that is mixed and suppliant in thee 

Of mother’s love with maiden purity, 

Of high with low, celestial with terrene. 


William Wordsworth. 
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Love Stronger than Death 


man that findeth wisdom and is rich in prudence. The pur- 

chasing thereof is better,” he says, “than the merchandise 

of silver, and her fruit than the chiefest and purest gold. 
She is more precious than all riches, and all the things that are 
desired are not to be compared with her. Length of days is in 
her right hand, and in her left, riches and glory. Her ways are 
beautiful ways, and all her paths are peaceable. She is a tree 
of life to them that lay hold on her. And he that shall retain 
her is blessed” (Prov. 3:13-18). 


Who does not know that wisdom is rare in the things of 
this world, and even more difficult to find in the use of things 
that lead to eternal riches? God’s Wisdom has taken into ac- 
count this un-wisdom of man in many ways, not the least of 
which is the existence of purgatory. For He has fashioned a 
purgatory so the unwise who have wasted life’s coin may yet 
have a chance to undo the foolishness of the past. 


The Most Reverend Bishop Sheen has said that purgatory 
is a place not only where the love of God tempers the justice of 
God, but where the love of man may temper the injustice of 
man—his own injustice. He adds, “I believe that most men 
and women are quite unconscious of the injustice and ingrati- 
tude of their lives until the cold hand of death is laid upon one 
that they love. One of the reasons why the bitterest tears are 
shed over graves is because of the words left unsaid and deeds 
left undone.” 


“It does little good,” the Bishop points out further, “to 
water last year’s crop, to set a snare for the bird that has flown, 
or to gather the rose that has withered and died.” But purga- 
tory gives us a way out. “Purgatory enables us to atone for 
our ingratitude, because through our prayers, mortifications, 
and sacrifices, we can bring joy and consolation to the ones we 
love. Love is stronger than death, and hence there should be 
love for those who have gone before us. The Church assures us 
that, not being able to give more to them in this world, since 
they are not of it, we can still seek them out in the hands of 
Divine Justice and give them the assurance of our love and the 
purchasing price of their redemption. Just as the man who dies 


|: the Book of Proverbs Solomon sings the praises of “the 
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in debt has the maledictions of his creditors following him to 
the grave, but may have his good name restored and revered by 
the labor of his son who pays the last penny, so the soul of a 
friend who has gone to death owing a debt of penance to God 
may have it remitted by us who are left behind.” 


To befriend the souls in purgatory is in many ways to “find 
wisdom and be rich in prudence.” It bespeaks faith, it is a 
work of charity, it brings peace to the hearts of the living who 
recognize their remissness and injustice towards the departed 
only after they have left this world. 

In our Christmas giving, let us not forget those who have 
the greatest claim on our remembrance—our dear ones in purga- 
tory. And this includes all the holy souls, for all are dear to 
Christ and therefore all should be dear to us. 


A Light to the Nations 


N THE first Christmas night, when the Son of God 
came into the world, He brought a light of revelation 
that has given joy and strength to increasing millions 
as the years and centuries have spun themselves into 

eternity. From the dark earthen cave which housed Jesus, 
Mary and Joseph, have emanated peace and hope, faith and 
love, the spirit of sacrifice and generosity, which have radiated 
into the farthest confines of earth and into innumerable hearts 
and homes. The stable of Bethlehem has ever been a symbol 
of Divine charity and unity among men. And this is so because 
of the treasures dispensed by the Child in Mary’s arms to rich 
and poor, to/ignorant and learned, to men of every nation and 
clime. These treasures are not measurable in terms of silver 
or gold or silken raiment, but they are treasures of Divinity, 
treasures of eternal worth, which adorn hearts and enrich minds 
and give value to human life. 

Let us in spirit transport ourselves to the stable-cave at 
Bethlehem; let us behold the Child lying upon the straw. What 
is He in the sight of the worldling who is concerned only with 
his selfish interests, with the glory the world has to give, with 
success in his profession, with the amount of money he can 
amass? Only a new-born baby to whom a woman of Nazareth 
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has given birth; only one of the human race who has entered 
upon life in disconcerting circumstances and whose poverty 
offers little hope for the future. Many of the Jews of His time 
saw nothing more in Him than the “son of a carpenter.” But 
the worldling does not have the “eyes of faith,” which can see 











Jesus of Bethlehem, Son of Mary and Light to the Nations 


far beyond appearances to the essence of the mystery that has 
been accomplished by the almighty power of God. 

To the eyes of faith, a higher life than the mere human is 
seen animating this Child. He possesses Divine life! He is none 
other than GOD Himself, who has taken a human form from a 
Virgin-Mother and has come into the world as an infant in arms. 
The God who created the whole universe and rules the stars of 
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heaven has taken a place among the children of men, to reveal 
to us that we are the children of God with a spiritual dignity 
and an immortal destiny. 


Apart from the revelation of God, apart from this “Light 
that has come into the world,” mankind would be rated as the 
highest of animals, destined in the struggle for existence to be 
subjected to the stronger and more clever, and after a more or 
less precarious life, doomed to the common lot of all animals: 
death and final dissolution. Such is actually the view of many 
persons today. They see in man but a higher animal, with an 
ambition to possess, to dominate, to enjoy. Man, they say, is a 
law unto himself. And acknowledging no brotherhood among 
men, because they admit no Fatherhood of God, the ambitious 
tyrannize over the more lowly, nations and races seek to estab- 
lish their pre-eminence over the others, and there is left but 
chaos and confusion, doubt, despair and fear. 


But the bells that chime from the churches in the midnight 
crispness of Christmas eve proclaim that there are men of 
FAITH also in this world, men and women and children who see 
in the Babe of Bethlehem God’s own Son, the Second Person 
of the adorable Trinity, the Son who receives Divine Life from 
His Father by an ineffable communication and who has come 
into this world to give that life to them—to “as many as receive 
Him!” This Catholic Faith is no sentimentality. It is simple 
TRUTH. Without the teaching of the Divine Babe of Bethle- 
hem, life has no intelligible meaning. Without a spiritual soul, 
without God as his Father, man is stripped of all intrinsic dig- 
nity. Without the power of Divine love that streams from the 
Heart of the Infant Jesus, human nature is given over to cruel 
selfishness and wolfish rapacity. But whoever has this faith and 
this love has also the solution to life’s most important problems. 


To live means inevitably to suffer, but the man with faith 
in God does not suffer, like the unbeliever, with despair. When 
life’s blows smite, faith enables him to see that they are like the 
stroke of a sculptor that adds fresh beauty to the marble with 
each chiseling; for these blows are engraving the grooves of hu- 
mility, patience, obedience, fortitude, charity, and a thousand 
other virtues by which man is united to God, his true happiness 
in time and in eternity. Yes, how different are the eyes and 
ears, the thoughts and words of one who has faith and love from 
those of the worldling who looks upon life in the hopeless dark- 
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ness of unbelief. By faith his eyes not only see the light, but 
they reflect it and envelop the dark world in brightness. By 
faith his ears not only hear the thundering, creaking and grind- 
ing of modern machinery, the hum of airplanes, the toot of auto- 
mobiles, the broadcast on the radio, but he hears in them, and 
in every sound and song in nature, a sublime hymn of praise to 
God. He knows and loves and serves God, and his thoughts are 
thoughts of the goodness and power and love of the Creator and 
Redeemer and Sanctifier of souls; his words are words of hope, 
of victories and rewards for a well-fought contest. 


It is the fallacy of worldlings to despise small things and 
worship mere bigness and power. There is power in the atom 
to wreck a world. There is power in the Babe of Bethlehem to 
recreate that world, to renew humanity, to lift it up to eternal 
heights. Ah, how enrapturing to know that the Babe of Beth- 
lehem possesses the Divine nature with its infinite perfections! 
In the heavenly splendors, in the brightness of the saints, God 
begets this Son by an eternal generation. It is to the Divinity 
enshrouded in the frail human body that adoration turns and is 
expressed so magnificently in the liturgical celebration of the 
awe-inspiring feast of Christmas. It is this Sonship that is ex- 
tolled in the midnight Mass. Then, at daybreak, the Holy Sac- 
rifice celebrates the Nativity of Christ according to the flesh, 
His birth at Bethlehem of the Virgin Mary and finally, a third 
Mass honors Christ’s coming into human souls. 


O blessed Christmas Day, when hearts and minds will be 
offered to Christ anew to be united with Him in the stupendous 
Sacrifice of the Altar! O gladdening feast, when in the Eucha- 
ristic Banquet all who partake will be strengthened by the liv- 
ing and substantial Bread that has come down from heaven to 
give life to the world! With their worthy Communion untold 
souls will enter into a unique oneness with God, and the fire of 
Divine love will be re-enkindled in their hearts—yes, Divine 
love, that mightiest force in the universe. From that love will 
be lighted anew the lamps of true spiritual affection in homes 
and families, in communities and countries, that love which is 
like the burning bush seen by Moses, ever on fire, but never 
consumed. 

Then, reverently kneeling in spirit before the Crib of Beth- 
lehem, there will echo in the minds of those who adore, those 
words of exultation voiced by the beloved John: “This is the 
victory that overcomes the world: our FAITH!” 
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Martyr for the Liberty of the Church 


ROMINENT among the glorious ranks of the martyr host 
is the noble St. Thomas of Canterbury, slain in 1171 in 
defense of the liberty of the Church. Divine Provi- 
dence itself clearly marked out the place this true image 

of the great High Priest was to occupy in the cycle of liturgical 
feasts by permitting his martyrdom to happen on the day fol- 
lowing the feast of the Holy Innocents. When we come to 
examine how it is that St. Thomas is permitted to share the 
laurel-wreath of St. Stephen and the honors of the saints that 
surround the crib of Bethlehem, we find the source of his great- 
ness was humility, the virtue dearest to the Infant Jesus. For 
though St. Thomas sat on the episcopal throne of Canterbury, 
its dignified and courageous Primate, he steadfastly declined 
the high honor when it was offered to him, and boldly told the 
king that if forced to accept the proffered dignity, he was de- 
termined to oppose abuses against the Church. He thought 
thus to frighten men from putting him in the place of high 
honors and responsibilities, and hoped they would not desire 
him as Bishop when they knew that he would be a true one. But 
Thomas “was called by God as Aaron was,” and he was obliged 
to receive the holy anointing. 


Thomas was born in England, in the city of London. He 
succeeded Theobald as Bishop of Canterbury. He had pre- 
viously acquitted himself with much honor as Chancellor, and 
devoted himself wholeheartedly and unflinchingly to his stren- 
uous duties as Bishop. When Henry II, King of England, in 
an assembly of the Bishops and nobles of the realm, passed cer- 
tain laws inconsistent with the interests and the honor of the 
Church, the Bishop withstood the King’s avarice so courage- 
ously that neither fair promises nor threats could draw him over 
to the King’s side; and, being in danger of imprisonment, he 
privately withdrew. Not long after, all his relatives, young and 
old, all his friends and household were banished, and such of 
them as had attained the age of discretion were made to promise 
on oath that they would go to Thomas, in the hope that he who 
could not be made to swerve from his holy purpose by any 
personal consideration, might relent by the heart-rending spec- 
tacle of the sufferings of those who were dear to him. 


But the saint regarded not the demands of flesh and blood; 
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neither did he permit the feelings of natural affection to weaken 
the firmness required of him as a Bishop. He went instead 
to Pope Alexander III and was met with a kind reception, and 
on his departure was commended to the Cistercian monks of 
Pontigny. When King Henry learned of this, he sought to have 
him expelled and sent a threatening letter to the monks. Where- 
upon the holy Bishop, fearing to bring trouble upon the Abbey, 
took his departure and found shelter under the auspices of 
Louis, King of France. There he remained until by the inter- 
vention of the Pope and the King he was recalled from his ban- 
ishment and returned to his See in England, to the joy of his 
whole flock. 


Whilst resuming the intrepid discharge of the duty of a 
Shepherd of the diocese, calumniators denounced him to King 
Henry as plotting against the country and the public peace. 
Whereupon the King was heard to complain that he wished he 
could be rid of him. Certain satellites concluded from his words 
that the King would be pleased if they murdered the Archbish- 
op. And so, going to the Cathedral of Canterbury where the 
saintly prelate was officiating at Vespers, they began to break in 
the door to attack him. The clergy sought to prevent this, but 
the saint forbade them, and opening the door, spoke thus to 
them: “The church is not to be guarded like a citadel, and I am 
glad to die for God’s Church.” Then, turning to the soldiers, 
he said: “I command you in the name of God that you do no 
hurt to any of them that are with me.” Kneeling down, he com- 
mended his church and himself to God, to the Blessed Virgin, 
to St. Denis and other patrons of the cathedral. Then with the 
same courage he had shown in resisting the King’s execrable 
laws, he bowed down his head to the impious murderers, who 
made an end of his life on December 29, 1171. God having 
shown the holiness of His servant by many miracles, he was can- 
onized by Alexander III, the same Pope who reigned when 
Thomas was slain. 


The Church celebrates the feast of this holy Martyr with a 
transport of joy, and well may she do so, for he is one of those 
visible, abiding proofs of the vitality of her doctrine and of the 
undecaying energy infused into her by her Divine Founder. 
Every Christian has contracted in his baptism the obligation 
to lay down his life rather than deny any article of faith. But 
all are not called to the glory of martyrdom; that is, all are not 
required to bear that testimony to the Truth which consists in 
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shedding one’s blood for it. Yet if this obligation of being ready 
to die for one’s faith binds the ordinary believer, still more 
heavily does it lie upon the Pastors of the Church. It is the 
pledge of the truth of their teachings. Hence we find in every 
age of the Church the glorious names of saintly Bishops who 
have laid down their lives for the truth of their teachings and 
the liberty of the Church. Their blood is a testimony of their 
devotedness to the Vineyard entrusted to them. Indeed, the 
blood of their martyrdom was more than a fertilizing element; 
it was a guarantee that 
the seed they had sown 
in the hearts of men 
was in very truth the 
revealed Word of God. 
Beyond this, when that 
blood was shed in de- 
fense of the liberty of 
the Church, they have 
shown themselves good 
and faithful servants. 
To kings and rulers, 
to diplomats and poli- 
ticians who seek only 
earthly glory and false 
material interests of 
the State, the words 
“Liberty of the 
Church” have a harsh 
sound. To them it is 


Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death a sort of conspiracy. 
**Precious e t+) e r e dea’ 
of His saints’’ (Psalm 115). The world talks of 


it as an unfortunate 
scandal, originating in priestly ambition. Timid, tempo- 
rizing Catholics regret that it can elicit anyone’s zeal, and 
will endeavor to persuade others that there is no need to fear 
anything, so long as the faith is not attacked. Notwithstanding 
all this, the Church has put upon her altars the glorious St. 
Thomas of Canterbury who was slain in his cathedral in the 
12th century because he resisted a king’s infringements on the 
extrinsic rights of the Church. She sanctions the maxim of 
St. Anselm, one of St. Thomas’ predecessors in the See of Can- 
terbury, who also struggled with an ambitious king for the guar- 
antee of the Church’s rights: “Nothing does God love so much 
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in this world as the liberty of His Church.” The Apostolic See, 
by the mouth of Pius VIII, in the 19th century, declared the 
same doctrine: “The Church, the spotless Spouse of Jesus 
Christ, the Immaculate Lamb, is by God’s appointment FREE, 
and subject to no earthly power.” 


But in what does this sacred liberty consist? It consists 
in the Church’s absolute independence of every secular power in 
the ministry of the Word of God, which she is bound to preach 
“in season and out of season,” as St. Paul says, to all mankind, 
without distinction of nation or race or age or sex. It consists 
in the administration of the Sacraments, to which she must in- 
vite all men without exception, in order to bring about the 
world’s salvation. It consists in the practice, free from all hu- 
man control, of the counsels as well as the precepts of the Gos- 
pel; in the unobstructed intercommunication of the several 
degrees of her sacred Hierarchy; in the publication and appli- 
cation of her decrees and ordinances in matters of discipline. 
It consists in the maintenance and development of the institu- 
tions she has founded; in holding and governing her temporal 
patrimony; and lastly, in the defense of those privileges which 
have been adjudged to her by the civil authority itself, in order 
that her ministry of peace and charity might be unembarrassed 
and respected. 


Such is the liberty of the Church. It is the bulwark of the 
Sanctuary. Every breach of this liberty imperils the faith and 
salvation of her members and hampers her eternal work in sav- 
ing souls. A Bishop may not flee, as the hireling, nor hold his 
peace when the wolf makes his appearance, like those dumb 
dogs of which the Prophet Isaias speaks, “which are not able 
to bark.” He is the “Watchman of Israel.” He is a traitor if 
he lets the enemy into the citadel and only then gives the alarm 
and risks his person and his life. 


St. Thomas and the rest of the martyrs of ecclesiastical 
history never once stopped to consider how it was possible with 
such weak means at their disposal to oppose the invaders of the 
rights of the Church. Neither must there be any yielding to 
injustice in our day, even when it is armed with the sword. The 
Catholic believers as well as the Shepherds of the flock must 
ever hold the shield of resistance over the Church’s rights. Our 
glorious martyr consummated the sacrifice of his life and thus 
was victorious. The sinful laws which would have made the 
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Church a creature of the State were abolished, and the tomb of 
the Saint became an altar where one day there knelt the penitent 
king, humbly praying for pardon and a blessing. 


Though the world is hard to teach, it seems to have learned 
that a government that dares to make a martyr will pay dearly 
for its crime. So modern states have preferred instinctively to 
wage war against the Church, not so much with violence as by 
intrigue—the intrigue of enslaving her by political administra- 
tion. By this crafty warfare they forge heavy chains which 
shackle her rights, and which, though they be ever so gilded, are 
unsupportable. There is but one way to unlink them, and that 
is to break them. See, then, what manner of spirit is needed by 
Catholics in our day to rise up and defend the rights of the 
Church, so often encroached upon and hampered by godless 
legislation. Like St. Thomas, our strength will come from the 
fortitude of humility, that invincible power which brings to 
weak man the strength of the Almighty and wins the victory. 
Let us, then, remember the intrepid words of the Apostle, 
“When I am weak, then am I strong,” and, confiding in the in- 
tercession of St. Thomas of Canterbury and all the glorious mar- 
tyrs of this cause, rejoice to work and pray and struggle for the 
rights and liberty of Holy Mother Church. 

(Adapted from: The Liturgical Year by Abbot Gueranger.) 


hristmas greetings in the form of really 
Christian cards are an easy and joyous way 
of wishing friends the true blessings of this 
holy Season. Our selection of Christmas 
cards, delicately colored and reverent ex- 
amples of the finest in Christian art, will help 
you to do this. In using them you do more 
than compliment the good taste of your friends, you also help us 
maintain our Sanctuaries of Perpetual Adoration—the Bethlehems 
of today. 12 cards in a box, four each showing the Nativity, 
Epiphany and Presentation of Christ. $1.00 a box. Order from: 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Marjory’s Christmas Present 


HRISTMAS always brought an overflow of toys to Marjory 
McBride. Her play-room was full of them: beautiful dolls 
with curly hair, cuddly teddy bears, large books with col- 
ored pictures of far-away and wonderful lands. There 

were so many things, she couldn’t count them; they made her 
happy for a time, but soon she tired of them—and now it was 
Christmas Eve again. 

Curled up in a big chair before the fireplace, Marjory gazed 
thoughtfully into the flames which leaped and danced like the 
clowns at a circus. She was so tired of dolls and teddy bears 
that had no life; she wanted a little sister. The very thought 
of it—a real, live sister, who would laugh and play with her— 
made her cheeks glow like the ruddy coals. She had begged 
her mother more than once to get her a baby sister, but this 
seemed to be one present Mom could not find for her. “You'll 
have to ask the Christ Child for one,” was all she would say. 

Well, she had asked Him last year, but He hadn’t answered 
her prayer. Maybe she hadn’t prayed hard enough. Just then 
the kitten that had been asleep in her lap, stirred and began 
to purr. Marjory caught him up in her chubby hands and 
hugged him tight. Her father had given her Max on her fifth 
birthday, just two months ago. “Here’s something with plenty 
of life, Honey,” he had laughed; “Max will play with you as 
much as you like!” She did love her kitten with his soft fur and 
curling tail and playful ways. As she fondled him, an idea 
suddenly came to her. Suppose she gave Max to little Jesus, 
would He give her a sister in exchange? When Aunt Rita’s 
new baby came, they said it was a little angel from heaven. 
Marjory thought the Christ Child probably had plenty of an- 
gels, but she felt sure He didn’t have a kitten, and He would 
love Max... 

Her face flushed with excitement and her eyes sparkling, 
Marjory clasped Max in her arms and stole downstairs. No one 
was around and the church was just a few blocks down the 
street. She managed to open the big hall door quietly and 
slipped out into the street. The church was empty when she 
entered with Max in her arms. Up to the very front she was 
tiptoeing when a wonderful scene at a side altar made her pause. 
It was a crib. Marjory’s heart jumped with delight and she 
hurried over. Here was the very place for Max! The Christ 
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Child seemed to smile at her as she stood on tiptoe and peered 
in. She looked at the sheep and oxen near the manger; Max 
was much nicer than any of them. “Here, little Jesus,” she 
whispered, placing the kitten close to the figure, “You can have 
Max; he’s soft and warm and I just know You'll love him. 
And, please, Baby Jesus, won’t You send me a sister? a nice 
little sister, that’ll play?” 

As she gazed wistfully at the Christ Child, Marjory thought 
the smile on His face grew sweeter; she was positive He wanted 
her to understand that He would grant her prayer. Max cud- 
dled down in the straw and blinked contentedly at the figures 
and at the light which threw a warm radiance over the manger. 
Marjory sat in a pew watching him. Soon the kitten’s small, 
round head drooped and Marjory’s blue eyes closed, too... 


Lost! 


Mr. McBride’s face was pale and anxious as he closed the 
door and started off—where? Marjory’s absence had just been 
discovered, and since a thorough search of the house and 
grounds had not revealed her, she must have gone out into the 
street. He asked all the people he met if they had seen a little 
girl with a blue dress, and a white kitten in her arms, but no 
one had noticed the pair. At last a boy hurrying down the 
street was able to tell him that he had passed a small child with 
a kitten coming from the direction of the church: “If you hurry, 
you'll catch up with her. She can’t have gone more than a 
block or two.” 

With a sigh of relief, Mr. McBride thanked him and went 
hastily on. Soon he overtook a small girl, almost the size of 
Marjory, but this child was shabbily dressed and had bright red 
curls, not Marjory’s dark straight hair. About to turn back, 
he saw the kitten the child carried and changed his mind. At 
any rate there could be no doubt that this was Max! “Pardon 
me,” he said, bowing politely to the small stranger as if she 
were a grown-up of his acquaintance, “but have you seen a little 
girl lately, about your own age, who might have given you that 
nice kitten?” Brown eyes surveyed him critically and red curls 
tossed as she shook her head vigorously: “No, Sir. I saw a little 
girl asleep in a pew near the crib in church a few minutes ago. 
She had on a pretty blue dress; but she didn’t give me this. 
I asked Baby Jesus for a nice fuzzy pussy for Christmas, and 
when I went to see Him, He had it all ready for me in the crib.” 
Fondly she stroked the purring Max. 
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Now that he knew Marjory was safe in the church, Mr. 
McBride lingered. The child’s red hair and great brown eyes 
reminded him strongly of someone... Where had he seen such 
a combination before? Suddenly he knew, and in a voice that 
quivered he asked: “What is your name?” Puzzled by his look, 
the litttle girl answered: “Betsy Ann Bronson!” The next thing 
she knew she was swung off her feet and held high against the 
man’s heart. Too startled to speak, she could only point in 
answer to his next question: “And where do you live, you pre- 
cious little Christmas present? For you’re Catherine’s child, 
or I’m not Jerome McBride!” 


At that moment a woman came from the house to which 
the child had pointed and walked swiftly toward them, looking 
anxiously at her daughter in the arms of a stranger. ‘“Cath- 
erine!” cried the man, and she, too, was gathered into his arms. 
A little dazed and not understanding, Betsy Ann listened to the 
conversation that followed, happy at seeing her mother’s joy 
and delighted to hear her rare laughter ring out. “Catherine, I 
knew Betsy Ann was your child! There couldn’t be another 
such red head in all the world! Oh, Cathy, if you knew how 
we’ve searched for you. Dad was changed at the end. He died 
a broken-hearted old man who would have given every penny 
he had to have you with him again. When I got back from 
Europe we looked everywhere—there were ads in all the papers, 
detectives, everything, but we couldn’t find a trace—” “I know, 
Jerry,” interrupted her mother, “but you see, Hugh was so hurt 
and angry that he wouldn’t even live here any more. We moved 
to South America. I couldn’t return while he was alive. But 
when he died last year, I knew I had to come back for Betsy 
Ann’s sake and for my own...” There were tears in her eyes 
as she gazed at Betsy Ann who still clung to her kitten and 
smiled shyly at this new-found Uncle. With an arm around 
both of them, Mr. McBride declared firmly: “I’m not going to 
let either of you out of my sight. We'll pick up Marjory in 
church and then go on home. She’ll be delighted with her new 
sister!” 


On Christmas day, two small heads could be seen peering 
into the crib. Holding fast to her cousin’s hand, Marjory 
breathed a prayer of contented gratitude: “Little Jesus, 
she’s exac’ly what I wanted, just exac’ly; I’ll never be able to 
thank you—Betsy’s the very best Christmas present I ever 
had!” 
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Angels announce to the Shepherds that Christmas is 


A Time To Be Merry 


HRISTMAS is a time to be merry; a time when those who 
have tried to prepare a place in their hearts for the little 
Christ during Advent, reap the fruit of their efforts. 
Christmas is a season of adoration, joy, gratitude and love. 

There is something in the mystery of Our Lord’s Birth which 
seems to make adoration, religion’s first act, a double necessity. 
The Creator of all, in human form, fulfils the duties of a creature 
to the Creator. Should we not, then, by our profound adora- 
tion, try to make some return to a God who so humbles Himself 
for us? Sinners that we are, we owe the Babe of Bethlehem 
every tribute our homage can pay, because our God has made 
Himself thus little for our sakes. 

The mystery of our Emmanuel, our God-with-us, should 
also be for us a source of wonderful joy. Did not the very angels 
of heaven come down and urge us to this joy? We should be like 
the blithe shepherds running over the hills to see their God, or 
the Magi traveling happily to find Him. Joy at Christmas is 
a Christian instinct which originated the beautiful carols sung 
everywhere during this season. This is not the time for sighing 

‘ or weeping, for unto us a “Child is born!” He for whom we 
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have waited so long has come to dwell among us—the long sus- 
pense is over and we possess Him. Heaven sends us a present 
of its own joy and peace: “peace on earth to men of good will.” 


Inseparably united with the joy of this blessed season is 
gratitude. Gratitude is indeed due to Him who was not de- 
terred by our unworthiness or by His Majesty from being born 
for us of a creature. Gratefully, then, let us welcome this pre- 
cious Gift— this Babe who is our Savior. As the Apostle ex- 
presses it: “Has not the Father with Him given us all things?” 
And how shall we pay this debt of gratitude? We can pay it 
only by love. For this reason, after we have given our Infant 
Savior our adoration, joy and gratitude, let us also give Him 
our tenderest love. The shepherds offered Him their simple 
gifts, the Magi brought Him rich presents, and no one must 
appear before the Divine Infant without something worthy of 
His acceptance. We know, too, that nothing will please Him 
except that which He came to earth to seek—our love. Hard, 
hard is the heart which can say to this Child whose arms are 
outstretched to hold it: “You shall not have my love!” 


Christmas is a mystery of illumination, of light, but of a 
light softened, mellowed to the weakness of our vision. Bethle- 
hem does not show us the brilliant splendor of a God enthroned 
in majesty, but the luminous radiance of a Child’s smile. Who 
can be afraid to go over to Bethlehem to see a Baby lying amid 
straw? 

St. Leo interprets the two-fold mystery of Christmas for 
us—the mystery of the infancy of Jesus in the soul of man, and 
the mystery of the infancy of man’s soul in Jesus: “While ador- 
ing the Virgin Mary’s Child, Jesus, our Lord, we are in truth 
celebrating our own birth; for the generation of Christ is the 
origin of the Christian people, and the Birthday of Him that is 
our Head is also the birthday of us who are His Body. It is 
true that each Christian has his own time of birth; yet all the 
faithful, once having been regenerated in the font of Baptism, 
are born on this Christmas Day, together with Christ. For 
every believer, no matter in what part of the world he may be 
living, is born again in Christ... Neither is he any longer called 
of the family of his father in the flesh, but of the family of our 
Redeemer who was made a Son of Man that we might become 
sons of God.” 

How beautiful is this first beginning of the Christian life! 
Born once of His Virgin-Mother, Christ deigns to make it part 
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of His glory to be ceaselessly born in the souls of men! Thus, 
though we must remain at a humble distance and stand in awe 
of Mary’s blessed Maternity, yet her spiritual maternity we may 
imitate. By that real birth which she gave Christ at Bethlehem, 
this ever-blessed Mother of Jesus has shown us how we may 
bear the resemblance of her own grand privilege. We should 
have “prepared the way of the Lord” during the weeks of Ad- 
vent; if so, our hearts have conceived Him, and therefore now 
our good works must bring Him forth. Our study and ambition 
should now be how best to become like Jesus by imitating Him. 
For though our imitation must always remain imperfect, yet 
we know that our Heavenly Father Himself gave this as the 
sign of the elect—that they are made like to the image of His 
Son. 

The Christmas mystery is the gate to all the others of the 
rest of the year; but it is a gate which we may all enter, for 
though reaching into heaven, it also touches earth. As St. Au- 
gustine beautifully remarks in one of his sermons: “We can- 
not as yet contemplate the splendor of Him who was begotten 
of the Father before the day star; let us then visit Him who 
was born of the Virgin in the night-hour... We are not yet 
ready for the banquet of our Heavenly Father; let us then keep 
to the crib of Jesus, our Master.” 

(Adapted from the “Liturgical Year’’ — Vol. II.) 
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Mary’s Land 


ATHOLIC Americans take great pride in the fact that the 
Mother of God, under her title of “Immaculate Concep- 
tion,” is the patroness of our country. They delight to 
call the United States “Mary’s Land,” for she has been 

associated with it in so many ways since that momentous hour 
when the daring Columbus, in his flagship, the “Santa Maria,” 
made the discovery of a new continent. Though countless per- 
sons of no faith may scoff at any association of Our Lady with 
America, the traditions concerning Mary and America are 
rooted so deeply that they could no more be eradicated than 
those traditions surrounding the early explorers and colonists. 
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When John Carroll was installed as the first Catholic Bish- 
op of the United States, many of the colonies still had anti- 
Catholic laws and there were no more than 32,000 Catholics in 
the entire country. But during the time that he was leader and 
head of the Church in America there was a tremendous increase 
in the number of the faithful to almost six times as many as 
when he took office. In addition, four dioceses had been estab- 
lished. Bishop Carroll gave the credit for this phenomenal 
growth to Mary’s intercession, and said shortly before his 
death: “Of those things that give me the greatest consolation 
at the present moment, one is that I have always been attached 
to the practice of devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary and that. 
I have established it among the people under my care and placed 
my diocese under her protection.” 

Since the historic day in 1846 when the twenty-three mem- 
bers of the Hierarchy placed the destiny of America under the 
Blessed Virgin by choosing her as its patroness—even before 
the formal declaration of the dogma of the Immaculate Concep- 
tion—the Catholic Church in America has prospered and grown 
beyond all expectations. It will continue to grow, for Mary will 
ever be devoted to her vocation of mothering the Mystical Body 
of her Divine Son now on earth, just as she wholeheartedly of- 
fered herself as the Handmaid of the Lord at the time when 
God’s plan of redemption and salvation was made known to 
her by the angel Gabriel. And though we never doubt her un- 
ceasing watchfulness, let us not fail to solicit her in prayer that 
by her maternal intercession and loving providential care our 
country may be freed from the forces of evil that threaten to 
destroy its basic principles, and may more and more fulfil its 
noble purpose in the eternal plan of God. 

The following prayer embodies so much that its frequent. 
recital is recommended: 


Prayer to Mary Immaculate, 
Patroness of America 


Mary Immaculate, do we need to remind you that America 
belongs to you? Long years ago, when our land was still 
young, it was dedicated to you under the glorious title of 
the Immaculate Conception. Yes, this country, conceived 
in liberty, and dedicated to the principle that all men are 
free and equal, was dedicated to you, the purest woman 
that ever lived. 
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Did you have high hopes for our country then, Mary? 
Were you pleased that its founders believed, with your 
Son, in those rights of men that were established in man’s 
very nature by God? Did you feel deep hope for a land in 
which individuals should be free to seek, encouraged to seek 
the fulness of life, liberty and reasonable happiness? And 
when the land was placed in homage at your feet, did you 
offer it to your Son and ask Him to love and protect it? 
Mary, across the world today sweep forces that hate your 
Son and would destroy our country’s ideals. They laugh 
at the virtues that are yours and hate the liberty which our 
country promised to give its sons and daughters. They 
love force; they thrive on hate. 


Mary, our Mother, save your country from these forces of 
evil! Our liberty is dear because it makes possible our free 
service of your Son. Help us to preserve the dignity of the 
individual. But even more: in these perilous days, help us 
to preserve your virtues and those of your Son, and thus 
deserve the things that make our country great. 


We cannot hate even our ruthless enemies. We must pray 
for them, show them the compelling example of our Christ- 
like lives, and lead them to the Truth. We cannot put our 
faith and trust. in brute force. Make us remember that 
prayer is all-powerful and that with God on our side there 
is no enemy we need fear. 


Help us to show in our country those convincing virtues 
that Christ brought to earth. Mother of all mankind, bind 
us, citizens of one country, in a firm brotherhood that knows 
no prejudices of race or religion, no dividing suspicions, no 
rising of class against class. Remind us that before there 
can be peace among nations there must be peace in our 
souls and peace in our own families. Build a strong man- 
hood and a flowering womanhood through personal purity. 
Mary, once again we place our beloved country under your 
dear protection. Guard us against the enemies who would 
strip us of our precious inheritance. But more than that, 
help us to become the perfect example of a land in which 
men are strong and women are pure because God is with 
them, a land in which liberty and justice reign because 
Christ is the Leader. Amen. 
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Yenite, _Aidoremus! 


WEET melody to our hearts is the refrain of our loved 
Christmas hymn—the Adeste Fideles, which carries us 
back through the years in spirit, to kneel beside the 

shepherds at the crib of Bethlehem. Summoned by the angels, 
the shepherds were the first to unite with Mary and Joseph in 
adoring the Incarnate Word. In their wake have followed gen- 
eration upon generation of worshipers, who have adored the 
same Divine Savior dwelling with us in the Holy Eucharist. 

But, like the shepherds of Bethlehem, there are souls who 
have been singled out to render a special homage of adoration 
to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. Numbered among these 
privileged ones are the Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adora- 
tion, who now gather around six thrones to offer an unbroken 
chain of adoration hours to the Hidden God of the Eucharist. 
These sanctuaries have become centers of Eucharistic devotion, 
where many of the faithful, heeding the invitation Venite, 
Adoremus, unite with the Sister-adorers in their homage of love. 
And here, too, the angels are ever inviting new adorers to swell 
the ranks of the Sisters, so that even more thrones may be pre- 
pared for the God of Love, and the inestimable blessings which 
Perpetual Adoration brings to the Church may be multiplied. 

With the opening of our newest sanctuary of San Benito in 
California, a place has been provided for the reception of girls 
still too young to be admitted as postulants, but who definitely 
feel an attraction for our life of Perpetual Adoration. Here, 
safeguarding their vocation, while continuing their studies, they 
are trained in the elements of our Benedictine-Eucharistic life, 
and are then sent to the Postulancy at our Motherhouse in 
Clyde, Missouri, where the central Novitiate is located. To such 
we extend a cordial invitation to ask admission to the ranks of 
our Aspirants in California (after having completed at least one 
year of high school). We also cordially invite young ladies of 
maturer age (preferably between 16 and 30) who feel an attrac- 
tion for this sublime vocation, so rich in possibilities for a fruit- 
ful and happy life, and for a blessed eternity with the virgin- 
choirs of adorers in heaven. 


All (both for the Aspirancy and the Postulancy) are kindly asked 
to address inquiries to: Mother Prioress General, 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, 
Clyde, Missouri 
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Little Lovers’ League 


BLESSED and Merry Christmas to all our Little 
Lovers! We hope that each of you is keeping the 
Christ Child at the top of your list for gift-giving 
this year. You all know the gift He wants most 
e from you—the only one that ever satisfies Him 

—your hearts. And in return, the Babe of Bethlehem has a 
wonderful Gift waiting for you on Christmas morning. That 
Gift is Himself in Holy Communion. It is in receiving Christ 
that your hearts will be filled with the true joy and peace of 
Christmas, His Birthday. 

PRACTICE: Make acts of Faith, Hope and Charity each day of 
Advent to prepare a place in your heart for the Christ Child. 

ASPIRATION: Dear Child Jesus, come, live and grow in my heart 
all the year long! 





Mother Brabant’s Christmas 


EANING heavily on her cane, old Mother Brabant stared out 

the window. It was snowing, great soft flakes that clung to trees 
and posts. By the hour for Midnight Mass the world would be all 
white and still in expectation of its Savior. But there was no use think- 
ing of Midnight Mass—she would not be there. For the first time in 
more years than she could remember, Mother Brabant would not leave 
her warm cottage to walk through the hushed woods with her lighted 
candle to the old church more than three miles distant. Turning away 
sadly, she hobbled over to the fire and sat herself stiffly down. “Why 
did you have to break now, old bones?” she demanded of her bandaged 
ankle. “Why did you have to break right before Christmas? The 
doctor will not let me leave the house and good Father Cremol has for- 
bidden me to try to reach the church even in the cart. He says the 
jolting would break more of these poor bones.” It was true, the good 
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priest would bring her Holy Communion in the morning, but that was 
not the same thing. That was not the deep midnight sky with its 
spangling of stars; that was not the church brilliant with hundreds of 
candles and fragrant with incense and balsam wreaths; most of all, 
that was not the Mass and the breathless stillness after the small bells 
had been rung, when the Savior was held high in the priest’s hands and 
every head bowed low to welcome the Child born to them... 

A sudden noise interrupted her musing. She listened intently. 
Was that a child crying out there in the cold and dark? She leaned 
forward—again there was that pitiful little sound. Forgetting her pains, 
Mother Brabant got to her feet and crossed the room to the door. Hold- 
ing it open with difficulty, she peered out amid the swirling snowflakes. 
A small child, his feet bare and blue with cold, stood on the doorstep, 
his dark hair blown by the wind, his little hands stretched up beseech- 
ingly. “Child,” gasped Mother Brabant in dismay, “what are you doing 
out at this hour; you are half frozen!” Drawing him inside, she 
slammed the door to shut out the wind and snow. He clung to her 
shivering. Hastily she led him to her chair by the fire. Holding him 
on her lap, she wrapped her shawl about him and rubbed the little feet 
till they grew warm. Soon the color returned to his face and he settled 
back contentedly in her arms. This reminded Mother Brabant of olden 
days when children and grandchildren had done the same. This little 
one was probably hungry, though; well, she knew what small boys 
liked. Humming a half-forgotten tune in her cracked old voice, she 
limped from cupboard to cupboard: warm milk, a bit of bread spread 
with cheese, and golden honey from the long summer days. Setting 
them on the table, she took him on her lap, helping him to drink from 
a shallow cup and breaking the good country bread into small pieces. 


A glance at the clock told her it was the hour of Midnight Mass. 
It was strange, she thought, that though she was not there, she still felt 
such peace. The golden light from the fire left soft shadows in the dim 
room and seemed to center on her small guest, clothing him in a mellow 
radiance. His great dark eyes were luminous; they made Mother 
Brabant think of stars, yet their light was not cold and distant, but 
warm and infinitely tender. Somehow she could not turn her own gaze 
from them. “Mother Brabant,” the child said softly, and his voice was 
like the sound of bells, the sweet silver bells which rang before the Host 
was lifted up. Without knowing how, the old woman found herself on 
her knees: “Mother Brabant,” the small hand was raised in blessing, 
“all these years you have been going to Midnight Mass and Christ has 
fed you; but this year, on His Birthday, you have fed Christ...” 


Mother Brabant awoke with a start. There were tears on her 
withered cheeks, but a great peace in her heart. This dream had surely 
been the gift of the Christ Child to show her that this Christmas was 
no different from all the rest. He was in her heart and that was all 
that mattered. 


256 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 











a cnet A 









Make a Spiritual Preparation 
for Christmas and the New 
Year with these 


BENEDICTINE BOOKLETS 


Gems from the Liturgy for the Feasts of Our Lord (Part I — from 
Advent to Christmas) — This booklet is a must for souls longing to enter 
into the true Advent spirit of the Church and to spend the grace-laden days 
of Christmas and Christmastide in that same beautiful spirit of true devo- 
tion. The short meditations, the little extracts and the prayers taken from 
the Church’s own “official’’ prayer book—the breviary—are like tempting 
morsels to arouse a soul-hunger for God and to unite the soul more closely 
to Him. The contents of this booklet will be best appreciated if read slowly 
and thoughtfully, wtih frequent pauses for reflection. 96 pages, 20¢ 


Liturgical Novenas and Triduums for All the Feasts of Mary 


A beautiful preparation for Christmas is likewise to be found in this booklet, 
with its fine passages from the liturgy to help make you ready to celebrate 
the feast in all its true meaning. Includes selections for all the Blessed 
Virgin’s feasts. 128 pages. 25¢ 


More Precious than Diamonds — Infinitely more precious than earthly 
jewels is the shining gem of sanctifying grace. Only its possession will al- 
low you to enter the court of the King of kings. Learn more of this treasure 
from the interesting pages of this booklet. 15¢ 


Communion Devotions with Mary — The time before and after receiving 
Holy Communion is the most valuable of your day, both for time and eter- 
nity. This booklet will help you to make these minutes more fruitful by 
giving you Mary as a guide to the Heart of Jesus. 15¢ 


The Holy Eucharist, Our All — Jesus in the Eucharist is indeed our all, 
if only we realize this truth and draw from it the rich graces that will trans- 
form our lives. Read this booklet to become better acquainted with the 
wonders of this Mystery of Love. 15¢ 


Devotion to Mary — December 8th is the feast of the Immaculate Concep- 
tion. Under this title of Our Mother Mary, the United States is dedicated to 
her. Let the thoughts this booklet gives on this feast draw you closer to 
God’s Mother and ours. 15¢ 











| ith, | evolions lo th Infant Jesus 


These nine heart-to-heart talks with the Child of 
Bethlehem are arranged to draw you into loving union with Him 
by this ideal Christmas novena. Includes the Proper of the 
Christmas Mass, reflections on the mysteries of the childhood of 
Christ, litany of the Infant Jesus and other prayers. 15¢ 


| evolion lo the Infant Jesus of | rague 


There are few devotions more popular and more rewarding 
than devotion to the ‘Little King.’’ His small, all-powerful hands 
hold the key to the great treasures of heaven. Marvelous favors 
are continually being granted to his fervent clients. 15¢ 


| athways lo | eace 


The peace our troubled world looks for in vain is only to be 
found in the pathways outlined by Him who is the ‘Prince of 
Peace.”’ Achieve peace of heart by reflecting on these pages. 15¢ 


( ul Savior’s (Soodness 


What greater proof of Our Savior’s goodness could we ask 
than the gift He gives us at Christmas—-His own self? Read 
this thought-provoking booklet to learn more of God's love for 
you. 15¢ 


(Sod \ ith t s in the | lessed Sacrament 


The Blessed Sacrament is our daily Bethlehem. It is the very 
heart of our worship, and, if we only make it so, the hope and 
salvation of ourselves and those we love. 15¢ 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





